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The CIGAR you long have sought---hand—m ade, long Havana filler, Sumatra wrapper, free from artifi-

cial flavor, but the Natural Flavor.

succeeds like success, or sells like the

CUBANOLA

As any of the following-named dealers, who are selling 1t, will tell you:

This 18 the secret of 1ts success, proving once again that nothing

CUBANOLA

Buck, Brickley & Co., Ander-
son, Ind,

Haladlley & Daniels, Andersop,
nd.

W. D. Green & Co., Browns-
burg, Ind.

Fred Schultz, Brazil, Ind.

W. H. Johnson, Brightwood,
Ind.

Elliott & Kelly, Bedford, Ind.

Phipps & Co., Bedford, Ind.

J. W. Mitchell, Bedford, Ind.
Spooner & Sprague, Blue
Mounds, IIL .
J. M. Watts, Broad Ripple, Ind.
G. W. Norman, Bloomington,

Ind.
Farris Bros., Bloomington, Ind
B. Thompson, Brookston, Ind

J. W, Danhaur, Clay City, Ind
G. E. Ellis, Columbus, Ind
Hogue &Banker, Columbus,Ind
Wilson & Crane, Clinton, Ind

Stan Keeney, Crawfordsville,
Ind

F. G. Irwin, Danville, Ill
Dungan & Clark, Danville, Ind
Dorwin & Holthouse, Decatur,
Ind
Rl}oger & Kersey, Darlington,
n
Lytle & Lytle, Delphi, Ind
Bruce Bros., Edinburg, Ind
Moffett Bros., Edinburg, Ind
C. M. Hatfield, Farmland, Ind
H. C. Littlejohn, Farmer City, Il
Coulter, Givens & Co., Frank-
fort, Ind

. Laird, Frankfort, Ind
. Pilkerton, Fortville, Ind
. Wood, Franklin, Ind
H. Miller, Franklin, Ind
Brewer, Greenwood, Ind
iercy & Co., Greencastle, Ind
. W. Landes & Co., Green-
castle, Ind
. C. Quigley, Greenfiefd, Ind
H. Warne, Hobbs, Ind
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Borst, Geo., cor Meridian stand
Russell av -
Browning, Wood, No. 5 Shelby
Carter & Co., 300 Mass. av
Carter, Frank, 680 S. Meridian
Dodson. J. A., cor 7th and Ill

Dwyer, J. M.. 425 Madison av

DePuy, R., 302 N lllinois

Eichrodt, C., s e cor West& 1st

Erdelmeyer, F., 489 N. New
Jersey

Fullery Gus, Base-ball Park

Grover, E. D., 199 S. Illinois

Gauld, J. D., 201 Indiana av

Hendricks, J. E., n w cor Wash
and Delaware

Hurty, ]J. N., 102 and 104 N.
Pennsylvania

Izor Bros., 259 W, Washington

Lambur, Chas., 99 Indiana av

| Morrison & Fetter, cor Eastand
South

Muehl, S., 523 N. Illinois.

Nash, G. W., 400 S. lliinois

Pomeroy, H. C., 300 N. Penn.

Pomeroy & Huder,50 N. Penn.
Pfafflin, H. A. 400 S. Delaware
Renkert, Lew, 164 W. Wash.
Raper, Geo., News-stand, New
Denison Hotel.
Raffensperger, H., 249 East
South, cor. East.
Stockman, L. H. 251 N. IIl.
Short, W. N. 49 S. ]Il
Schopp, Otto, 302 S. I1I. .
Sloan & Co.. G- W.,22 W.Wash
Staley, M. C., 444 Virg: ave
Scott, W. W., 667 Virg. ave
Traub, C. G. 525 W. Wash
Tompkins, E. M. 165 Mass. ave
Wood, C. H., 11 North Illinois
Watson, Chas., 511 Virg. ave
G. S. Upstone, Nokomis, 111
C. A. Scott & Bro., Kokomo,Ind

John A. Payne & Co., Kansas,
Il

F. A. Cunningham, Knights-
town, Ind.

C. G. Longyear & Co., Lafay-
ette, Ind.

G. H. Moore, Logansport, Ind.

W. H. Porter, Logansport, Ind.

Allen & Bowles, Muncie, Ind.

Lord & Co., Marion, Ind.

Bailey & Brownlee,Marion,Ind

Rigdon & Noland, Marion, Ind

J. H. Hart, Martinsville, Ind

Tarleton & Tarleton, Martins-
ville, Ind

T. R. Weaver, Mattoon, Ill

E. Ennis, Milrov, Ind

W. B. Graham,Noblesville,Ind

C. ‘A. Condor, Orleans, Ind

J. W. Binford, Paris, Ill

J. E. Hendricks, Peru, Ind

Fred Selby, Princeton, Ind

Alex Ruh, Rochester, Ind

O. L. Bishop, Shelbyville, Ind

A. Hess, Sidney, 111

J. F. Lawson, Spencer, Ind

Crowder & Reed, Sullivan, Ind

W. McGinnis, Sanburn, Ind

C. E. Elliott, Sheridan, Ind

S. Rosenthal, Tipton, Ind

T. E. Bradshaw,Thornt’wn,Ind

R. C. Dennison, Vinecennes, Ind

L. F. Hunnemier, Washington,
Ind

M. A. Ciinton,West Baden,Ind

W. H. IFullenwider, Waveland,
Ind

J. H. Whitenack,Zionsvi'le,Ind

ATSO, (eneral Agents for

of clear Havana goods m the market.

A. KIEFER & CO,,

THE FORGETFUL FUMBLEDOX.

e ——
~Old Mr. Fumbledon was a highly respect-
ible solicitor, but he was nearly seventy
sears of age, and his powers were failing.
He continued to practice, not so much on

account of the comfortable income which
his business yielded, though this, no doubt,

was & strong inducement, as from sheer
iorce of habit. He took things very easily,
spending a good deal of his time in sur-
reptitious doging over the fire in his private
room, leaving everything to his clerks. He
was frequently urged by his friends to take
a partner, aud received innumerable offers
of assistance from aspiring members of his
profession; but he preferred to jog along in
his drowsv, humdrum, indolent way by
himself. The fact was that he had drifted
into a comfortable, lethargic condition of
mind, which caunsed him to shrink from the
idea of making any change, and, having a

m oderate private fortune, the dropping oft
by death of his old clients was ne incentive
to him to seek for new ones.

One afternoon Mr. Fumbledon wasaroused
from his post-prandial nap by the discreet
wreliminary rattle at the handle of his door
which always preceded the entrance of his
managing clerk, Mr. Bean. The lawyer
hastily roused himself, and, having taken
up the legal document which he invariably
kept conveniently at hand in case of being
disturbed, he appeared to be immersed in
its contents when hisclerk walked into the
room. Mr. Bean, asleek, elderly, respect-
able-looking man, held a paper in his band,
and scemed somewhat excited.

“What is it, Bean!?” inquired his master.

“If youn please, sir,” said the clerk, “I was
looking through the bundle of wills in the
strong-room, when I came across this.”

“Dear me!” exclaimed Mr. Fumbledon,
with a start, on glancing at the document
which his clerk produced. “A will of old
Mr. Westmoreland?”

“The last will he made,” said Mr. Bean,
significantly. -

“What!” ejaculated the master, with sud-
den qr:tat:ou: *“do you mean to say that
the will we proved was the—the—"

“The wrong one,” interposed Mr. Bean,
laconically.

“Good gracions, Bean! This is very seri-
ous.,” cried old Fumbledon, in dismay.
“*What does it mean? I don’t understand.”

“Mr. Westmoreland made two wills, one
shortly after the other, about four yvears
ago. I had forgotten the ecircumstanee
until the finding of this document reminded
uie of it. The first will should have been
destroyed, but it evidently wasn’t. When
Mr. Westmoreland died we got his will out
of the strong-roem, but, unfortuately, hap-
pencd to light apon the wrong one.”

Mr. Fawbledon listened to this story with
an almost ludicrous expression of conster-
nation, while his clerk looked guilty and
ill at ease.

“It was terribly careless of you, Mr.
Bean,” exclaimed the lawyer, nervously,

“It never oceurred to me that the previ-
ous will bad not beeu destroyed,” said My,
Bean, meekly.

“Have you compared this will with the
one which has been proved?” inguired Mr,
Fumbledon, ignoring the implied reproach.

“Yes, sir,” was the !'t-pli,;.e “There is not
very much difference tween the. two
wills—in faet, the second was almost a copy
of the first.”

“But there are differences, of course?”
said Mr. Fumbledon apprehensively, as he
turned over the pages of the document.

“Oh, yes. There are ditferences, but all
trifling. except a bequest to a nephew of
the testator.” replied Mr. Bean, with the
air of » man who is shirking an unpleasant
revelation.

“A nephew? You don’t mean Mr. Edward
Westworelapd?”

“No, sir. He was the residuary legatee
and sole executor under both wills,” said
Mr. Bean reassuringly. “But by this will
bere—I mean the real one—the testator left
£10,000 wo a Mr, Cuthbert Dayne.”

“To be sure! 1 remember. How came |
to forget that!” eried Mr. Fumbledon, put-
ting bis hand to Lus bead with an agitated

estn “How came you to forget it,
!}u.n e added with increasing perturba-
ton.

“Well, sir, the will was made four years
sgo, apd my memory, I sup y isn’t as

as it once was. At all events, the gir-
sumstance passed clean out of my min*;'
said Bean d Y.
“1 very much to

am that 1 am
blawe,” said old Mr. Fumbledon despair-
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ingly. “The truth is, I hardly recollect Mr.
Westmoreland making his will here at all.
You are right, Bean. Our memory doesn't
improve as we grow older. Have you found
the drafts of these wills, and the correspond-
ence relating to them?” he added, after a
moment’s reflection.

“No, I can’t tind the papers. They have
been put away and not indexed. But I see
from the call-book that the testator at-
tended here upon the day of the date of the
will,” added the clerk hastily.

“Really, Bean, it is too bad the way
things are neglected by the clerks! I ought
to be able to lay my hands on any papers 1
want. If the clerks had done their duty,
and kept a proper index of the contents of
the strong-room, this—this misforfune
conldn’t have happened,” exclaimed Mr.
Fumbledon irritab dy

"'I'betv want a deal of looking after,”
grumbled Bean in self-defense,

“Yes: and 1 leave that to yon, Mr, Bean,”
said his master severely. ‘“However, I'm
afraid the papers wouldn’t help us much in
this instance. This is obviously the testa-
tor's last will. Now, that it is too late, I
am beginning to recall the circumstances.
Yes, he made two wills within a month of
one another. Itisa very awkward busi-
ness, indeed!” .

“What is to be done?” inquired Bean.

“Done! Why, Mr. Edward Westmoreland
must be communicated with at once, and
told about this will,” said Mr. Fumbledon.
*“It is lucky he is a rich man.” )

“He won't like it,” said the clerk, with a
rather curious glance at his master. ‘‘He
ﬁ“!}'t an agreeable client, you may remem-

I.

“A peremptory, overbearing man,” said
Mr. Fambledon, with a nervous shundder.
“He will make himself very disagreeable,
and. of course, I shall haveto bear the costs
of the application to the Probate Court for
a fresh grant. The exposure will be worse
than the expense,” he added plaintively.

“I suppose there is no other course,” sug-
gested the clerk, looking at his master.

“What other course is open to us!?”’ said
Mr. Fumbledon anxiously. .

“Well, can’t we let it lie?” sa'd Bean, low-
ering his voice and pointing to the docu-
ment. “Who would be the wiser if I put it
back where I found it? Years hence, when
we are both gone, your snccessor, whoever
he may be. will come across it. It won's
matter much to us then,” continued the
clerk, with an uneasy laugh. .

Old Mr. Fumbledon started guiltily at
the uuggaatlon and evaded his companion’s
gaze. Possibly the same idea had already
vaguely occurred to him, for his natural
diﬂplusition was to shirk troubleand respon-
sibility.

"Aftisr all, the matter is settled up and
all parties are satisfied,” continuved Beaun,
encouragingly. ‘““Mr. Cuthburt Daynedon’t
expect nothing—"

“No, no, Bean,” interrupted old Mr. Fum-
bledon, with nervous energy. rousing him-
self from his meditation. It is ont of the
question. I wonder you venture to suzgest
such a thing.” he added, quite angrily.

“Well, of course, its no affair of mine,
sir,” revlied the clerk shortly.

“Of course not. 1 beg your pardon, Mr.
Bean. Your suggestion was well meant,
aud I did not intend to speak so hotly,”
said old Mr., Fumbledon. *But Mr, Cuath-
bert Dayne onght not to be kept out of his
money. Get me a telegraph form. 1 will
ask Mr. Westmoreland to come up to see
me at once.”

The clerk somewhat reluctantly went out
and fetched a telegraph form, on which his
master, with trembling fingers, wrote a
brief message regquesting Mr. Westmore-
land to call nupon him at once npon impor-
tant business, Having! sent this off, Mr.
Fumbledon resumed his chair by the fire
with the unlucky document in his hand, to
awuait the arrival of Ius client and to think
over the situation,

Mr. Fumbledon was, in the main, a very
honest old gentleman, but he could not help
regretting at odd moments, as he ruefully
conned the newly discovered will, that it
had not remained hidden away for an in-
delinjte time longer. The testator, Mr.
Westmoreland, had been one of his earliest
clients and a persal friend, but Edward
Westmoreland, the heir and residuary
legatee, had not impressed the lawyer
favorably.
bearing, 'lmntlin{ city man, who had chafed
cousiderably at Mr, Fumbledon’s leisurely,
old-fashioned method of doing business, and

bad, in faet, treated his unele’s honored

legal adviser with very scant courtesy. Mr.
Fumbledon's dignity had been very much
outraged, and he had not been sorry when
Edward Westmoreland, after employing
Lim to prove his uncle’s will, had nmmu
to him again. The prospect of ha to

He was a loud-voiced, over- |

inform this gentlemen of the oversight
tbat had oceurred, which involved the pay-
ment of a large sum of money to a third
person, was by no means agreeable to the
old lawyer, who antiei at:ﬁf with consider-
able tm{)idatinu. that his news would be
received with very ill grace,

However, Mr. Fumbledon did his best to
nerve himself for the ordeal, and, after
waiting a couple of hours in agitated sus-
ﬁunse. it was a positive rehef to him when

@ heard the strong, harsh voice of his

client in the outer oftice,
. “Well, Mr. Fumbledon, what is up now?”
inquired the gentlemen in question on be-
ing ushered into the room," in the tone of
oft-hand familiarty which always gave of-
fense to the old lawyes.

“You received my telegram?” inquired
Mr. Fumbledon nervously, as he shook
hands.

“Of course. That is what brought me
here,” said Mr. Edward Westmoreland im-
patiently.

He was a tall, burly, red-faced, middle-
aged man, with a very thick neck and an
air of aggressive prosperity. His manners
were abrupt and his voice_loud. He lived
in a mausion at the West End, and had the
reputation of being worth a quarter of a
million.

“I have something very important to say
to you,” said Mr. Fambledon, seating him-
self at his desk, on which the will lay.

“Something good?” inquired his visitor,

lancing_ curiously at the document from

neath his bushy eyebrows.

“Something bad, I'm afraid,” said Mr.
Fumbledon, tremulously. “The fact is, I
have found another will made by your
uncle.”

“Another will!” repeated Edward West-
moreland, incredulously.

“Yes; a more recent will than the one
which was proved!” said Mr. Fumbledon.

“But it can’t upset the other,” remarked
Edward Westmoreland quickly.

“The other was revoked. Itought to have
been destroyed. You are the executor and
residnary legatee of both wills,” said Mr.
Fumbledon, reassuringly.

“Where did you find it?” demanded Ed-
ward Westmoreland, with a quick, scrutin-
izing glance, which the old lawyer found
very embarrassing.

“In my strong-room down stairs, aboutan
hour or so ago,” said Mr. Fumbledon. “Un-
til then I do not know—or, rather, I had
forgotten—that is, I thought there wasonly
one will in existence.” :

“What is the effect of it?” inquired Ed-
ward Westmoreland, ignoring the lawver's
embarrassment and staring at the doeu-
ment upon the desk like a hungry animal
eyeing a boune.

I was going to explain the circum-
stances— ’

“Never mind that now,” interrupted Ed-
ward Westmoreland grufily. *“What does
the will say.

“Ic is substantially the same as the one
that has been proved, with c¢ne important
excention. There is a legwgz of £10,000 to a
cousin of yours,” said Mr. Fumbledon des-
perately.

“Let me look,” said Edward Westwmore-
land, stretching forth his hand for the will
with an ominous frown,

Mr. Fumbledon gave it to him, and then

roceeded to explain how it had come to

e overlooked. But his companion, with
marked discourtesy, made no pretense of
listening. He read the will—which was
very short—twice over attentively with
knitted brows, and then commenced, rather
ostentatiously, to scrutinize the signature
of the testator. Mr. Fumbledom sat watch-
ing him uneasily, momentarily expecting
an unpleasant scene. :

“Who found this willl” inquired Ed-
ward Westmoreland, after a considerable
silence.

“Do you mean who discovered itin my
strong-room?”’ said Mr. Fumbledon in sur-
prise.

"l-t'ﬂ.”

“My head clerk, Mr, Bean.”

“Well, Mr. Fumbledon,” said Edward
Westmoreland, after having apparently
digested this information during another
;hpr’t’ silence, “this is an extraordinary af-

uir,

“It is nnfortunare, pernaps, for voun,” said
Mr. Fumbledon with mild emphasis on the
adiective,

“I say it is extraordmary, sir,” said Ed-
ward Westmoreland, Jooking at him some-
what strangely and folding up the docu-
ment.

_ “Are gou going to take the will away?”
inquired the lJawver in vague alarm.

“Certainly. I have a right toit. Iam
the executor,” said the other half detiantly,

“No doubt you have. [ snppose you will
take steps to obtain a grant of pro-

bate,” said Mr. Fumbledon, feeling consid-
erably pnzzled as Edward Westmoreland
stowed away the will in his coat-pocket
and rose from his chair.

“I shall take advice. After what has hap-
yened, Mr. Fumbledon, you will not be sur-
prised at my seeking it elsewhere,” said Ed-
ward Westmoreland signiticantly.

“Yon can take advice from whomsoever
you please,” returned Mr. Fumbledon, with
a touch of spirit.

“I must paxticularly ask youn not to speak
about thisdiscovery to any body—especially
to your clerk Bean—until I have seen youn
again about it,” said Edward Westmore-
land, in his most peremptory tone.

“When am I to expect to hear from you?”
inquired the lawyer stilﬂ')'.

“Very shortly. Possibly to-morrow.”

Edward Westmoreland left the room as
he spoke, without vouchsafing any fare-
well salutation, and old Mr, Fumbledon
felt both relieved and annoyed. The inter-
view had proved less disagreeable than he
had anticipated; but, upon the whole, Mr,
Fumbledon would have been better satis-
fied if Edward Westmoreland had roundly
abused him for his carelessness, for that

ntleman’s singular reticence put him in a

utter. He endeavored in vain to recall to
mind the circumstances under which he
had prepared the second will,and it fidgeted
him a good deal to find, on searching
through old diaries and other contemporary
records, that not a single note of the trans-
action existed. He was very much dis-
turbed at this, for though such a'state of
things hardly surprised him, considering
his slip-shod, indolent method of conduct-
ing his business, he foresaw that the omis-
sion would %iveriae to unpleasaut comment
if Edward Westmoreland should raise any
question about the will. .

However, he endeavored to console him-
self with the hope that Edward Westmore-
lard, upon calm reflection, would accept
the situation, c!spocinll'y as £10,000, thongh
a large sum, was not of any moment to so
rich a man. He informed Mr. Bean that
Edward Westmoreland had taken away the
will, but he kept his misgivings to himself,
and succeeded 1n concealing his uneasiness,
After a few days he begun to recover his
equanimity and to take courage from the
lesson which his long professional experi-
ence had taught him, namely, that an an-
ticipated evil rarely comes to pass.

But it unfortuately turned out in this in-
stance that his experience was at fault, for
about a week later Mr. Edward Westmore-
land called upon him again, and by his first
words cun\'efv_:-d to the lawyer that his
worst forebodings were likely to be realized.

“Mr. Fumbledon, there is something very
seriously wrong about this will,” he said in
a solemn, determined_tone.

“Impossible!” exclaimed the lawyer, turn-
ing pale. : .

“I want to ask you a serious question,”
said Edward Westmoreland, producing the
unlucky document from his pocket., **Will
you tell me please where this alleged will
was signed? I observe that your name is
signed to it as one of the attesting witnes-
ses.”’

“*Here of course,” replied Mr. Fumble-
don nnhesntatm*zly.

“Are yon suref” ;

"(ﬁuit.‘c sure,” said the lawyer, still more
emphatically. I never transacted any
business with your uncle except in my own
office.”

“Are you sure that you did not go down
to his house in Shropshire?” Inquired Ed-
ward Westmorleand, looking keenly at him.

“Certainly not.”

“Come, Mr. Fumbledoun, thisis very im-
gortaut.” said Edward Westmnoreland in a

ullying tone. “If you can’t recollect for
certain, oblige me by referring to your dia-
ry of that date.”

“It is unnecessary, for I was never at
ﬁ?ug’uncle’s place in Shropshire in wmy

-

“I'hen that settles it'” exclaimed Edward
Westmoreland trinmphantly, with an em-
phatic bang upon the table with his great
hand. *“Mr. Fambledon,” he added with
impressive solemnity, “[ can prove, by over-
whelming evidence, that my uncle was in
Shropshire, and never came up to town at
all, on that day when the alleged will was
signed.”

“Possibly I filled the wrong date,” said
Mr. Fumbledon, turning pale.

“No, yon didn't, Mr. Fombledon; yon
wouldn’t be such a fool as that,” said Ed-
ward Westmoreland impatiently, “I wished
to satisfy myselt on that point; but, in ad-
dition, I ean prove that the siguature to
the document 1s pot my uncle's handwrit-
ing.

'gl‘hat. is rather a strong assertion.” mur-
mured the lawyer, t0oo much startled to feel

indignant.
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“I wonder that you did not find it out
yourself,” said Edward Westmoreland,
glancing contemptuously at the signature,
and then handing the document to the law-
yer. “l saw at once that it was not gen-
uine. I have consulted experts, who are

repared so swear that it is not my uncle’s

andwriting.” _

*“I—I certainly feel no doubt about it,”
re]ihed Mr. Fumbledon, staring in a be-
wildered manner at the signature. *I see
nothing unusnal in it. Besides, asyou said,
1 was one of the attesting witnesses,” he
added, more confidently.

“Now, Mr. Fambledon, I ask you, look at
your own signature,” said Edward West-
moreland, suddenly leaning forward, with
his hands on his knees. “Do you mean to
tell me that that is yonr signature?”’

“Of course,” said the lawyer, with a start.

“There is no ‘of course’ about it,” said
Edward Westmoreland, raising his voice,
“I have submitted that alleged signature of

ours, Mr. Fumbledon, with half-a-dozen

etters of yours in my possession, to the
experts, and their opinion is unanimous.”

“That it is not my signature!” exclaimed
the lawyer, leaning back in his chair in
blank amazement.

“Emphatically not,” asserted Mr. Edward
\Vefntmurelaﬂd. ood . =

*“It is nota very signature, certain-
ly,” said Mr. Fumﬁ]edon, with a nervous
langh, as he scrutinized it again. “But—
but 1 wounld certainly swear to it.”

“Oh! Itstrikes d;n:m as not beinga
specimen, eh?”’ said Edward Westmoreland
severely.

“But I don't doubt it. My clerk Bean
was the other attesting witness,” said Mr.
Fumbledon meaningly. !

“1 am not ing to dispute the genuine-
ness of Mr. Bean's signature,” returned Ed-
ward Westmoreland, to the lawyer's fur-
ther bewilderment. “We will talk about
him presently. Meanwhile, I want to ask
yon very seriously., Mr. Fumbledon,
whether you have any recollection what-
ever abont the signing of that document?”

_“I recollect your uncle coming here and
signing several wiils at ditierent times, I
don’t yretend to have any clear recollec-
tion of any particular occasion. But this
is your uncle's sis_natnre. and, if it were
not. my name wonld not be signed there,”
said the lawyer dngghedly:.

“Mr. Fumbledon, that is no answer to my
question. Can you rcfer to your books or
to any record among your papers to show
that my uncle ever came here and signed
this will?” said Edward Westmoreland,
holding up the docnment. y

“Your uncle’s name is entered in the cadl-
book on that particular day—at least Bean
tells me so,” replied Mr. Fumbledon, who
l‘;jM btlﬁ;;inning to feel doubtful, in spite of

meself.

“Bean says so!” repeated Edward West-
moreland, with significant emphasis. “We
must have Mr. Bean in, if vou have no ob-
jection. The long and short of the matter
is, Mr. Fumbledon, that you remember
nothmg' whatever about this precious doc-
ument.’ :

“1 beg your pardon,” said the lawyer; “I
remember perfectly well being instructed
about that legacy to your cousin. I can re-
call to mind your uncle telling me in this
room that he was his sister's son,and I
think in business at Liverpool,” said Mr.
Fumbledon. with conviction. .

“Abem! Well, that is very extraordi-
nary, for I happen to know that the young
man gave particular oftense to my wuncle
about the time of the will by an mr:f;mdent
marriage,” returned Mr. Edward West-
moreland, almost fiercely.

“I am sure 1 am not mistaken.  But let
us have Bean in. He is younger than I am,
and no doubt he can recall to mind all the
circumstances. He will bave something to
say. too, about the genuineness of the sig-
natures.”

Edward tht1:noml»nd.I who seemed
rather taken aback at the ‘awyer's insist-
ence, looked angry and sulky, but he said
nothing, and Mr. Fumbledon sounded the
bell upon his table with a secret feeling
of satisfaction at getting the moral support
of his clerk., The truth was that the old
gentleman’s nerves had been rather upset,
and, in spite of an inward conviction to
the contrary, he had been haif startled
into believing that Edward Westmorelund
was right in asserting that the will was a
forgery.

But the sight of Mr. Bean’s face, when he
entered the room in obedience to the sum-
wons, gave his old master a shock which
completed his discomfiture. The man was
livid, and he came in with a frightened,
hang-dog look, which denoted terror and
extreme nervousness. Ap ntly, Edward
Westmoreland was struck by for he

.

rose from his seat immediately and turned
the key in the door,

“Mr. Bean,"” he said abmntl_\;. before the
lawyer could speak, “I have been telling
Mr. Fumbledon that my uncle’s signature
and his own signature to this will, which
you mysteriously produced the other day,
are forgeries. Now, what have you to say?!”

Mr. Fumbledon experienced a thrill
of indignation at hearing this language ad-
dressed to his trusted elerk, and was about
to interpose an indignant remonstrance,
when Bean murmured sullenly—

“Ihave nothing to say.”

*“*What! Nothing to say?’ repeated Mr.
Fumbledon, aghast.

*I didn’t mean any barm.” said the man,
hanging his head, and evading his master’s
startled gaze.

“Oh! yon have found out I suspected yon,
I suppose!” said Edward Westmoreland
sternly. “Itis as well, perhafps; for‘i'ou had
better make a clean breastof it. I dare say
you noticed I took the precaution to bring
a detective with me.”

“1t ain’t done yon an
still hanging his he
pudently.

“No, it hasn’t; but yon havn’t done your-
self any ;{articular good, my friend,” said
Edward Westmnoreland. *'Come, out with
it! Or would you rather make you confes-
sion before a detectivet”

*I found the will, but it was unsigned,”
murmured Bean, with wvery white lips.
“The testator gave instructions for that
will, but he changed his mind, and never
signed it. It was engrossed ready for sig-
nature, but for some reason he never at-
tended to sign it.” o= :

*Good gracious!” exclaimed old Mr. Fog-
bledoan, to whom the words conveyed “sut|-
cient explanation of his own cogfuscd a
vague recollections, “I—1 was certain snch
& will was prepared.” . _

“What was your motive! What object
had you in trying to pass off the will—in
forging the signatures?” inquired Edwand
Westmoreland, wercilessly,

“—J thought Mr. Fumbledon would act
different to what he did,” said the man, al-
most in a whisper, after a lengthened
pause.

“Pay you to keep the secret, eh? Or per-
haps dvon hoped to black-mail me?” interro-
guul:. : Edlward “'esttl;nort-laml. I

*“Then I suppose that you purposely sup-
pressed the papers, and probably destroyed
any entries that might bhave guided me?”
exclaimed Mr. Fumbledon, with rising in-
dignation.

“1 ain’t done any barm,” repeated the
man, still turning away frowm his employer,

“You scoundrel!” c{aculatmd the old law-
ver, in mingled wrgth and amazement. T
unrpose you made a fictitious entry in the
cail-book?”

“Pooh! We have got to the bottom of the
mystery, I think,” said Edward Westmore-
land, turning contemptuously away from
the man, who remained silent. “*What
shall we do with the fellow? Shall 1 eall
in the detective and give him in charge!”

*“1 hope, gentlemen, you will have merey
for the sake of my family,” said the man,
in a choked voice. “I've got nothing by it.
Nobody is barmed.”

“Let him ﬁo.” said Mr. Fumbledon, who
was genuinely affected by the treachery of
his old clerk. “I—I hope the thought of
his ingratitude and of his sin wiil be suf-
ficient punishment.” .

“Then I suppose that this had better be
destroyed!” said Edward Westmoreland,
taking up the will from the talle.

“Yea, 1 surpose 80,” said old Mr. Fumble-
don, absently; but the truth was he scarce-
ly heeded the question. He was gazing re-

roachfully at Bean over his spectacles, his

eart full of bitterness.

*There is no object in keeping the forged
document.” observed Edward Westmore-
land, with a rather elaborate air of indif-
ference,

Just at that moment Bean loocked up and
encountered the gaze of his master, The
troubled look upon the old gentleman's face
appeara.-d to l_m\'e an almost electrical effect,
For a single instant the man cowered before
him, and then he suddenly lifted his heatd
with a desperate gesture, and eried

hoarsely.
“*Stop him!

harm,” said Bean,
, but speaking im-

_ For God's sake don’tlet him
destroy it. There is nothing wrong with
the will. 1 have lied; he made ne: he
came to my house and tempted me.  Dat |
can't doit; I can’t Kkeep it up. Mr. Fuw-
bledon, sir, eatch hold of the docoment!
“Yon d—d scoundrel!” eried Edwara
Westmoreland, dropping the will upon the
table and tarning purple with fury.
“Keep it away from him, sir: don't let
hig‘ﬂet hold of it again,” eried Bean ex-
ci , a8 the lawyer half involuntarily

put out his hand hiwself of

the paper. *“It’s no use your looking at me
like that, Mr, Westmoreland. ‘
do it—no, not for twenty times what you
offered me. I know 1 promised, and ['vo
lied, and I don't desaive any oredit for
speaking the truth now. But Mr. Fumble-
don has been a good master to me, and I
didn’t know how hard it was to be false to
him—”not till he spoke of ingratitude just
now.

“Out of the way, confound you! You
shall suffer for this. I'll prosecute you fox
obtaining money by false pretenses if the
story you told me isn’t true.” eried Edward
Westmoreland, striding to the door.

“I shall take the precaution of writing to
Mr. Cuthbert Dayne, Mr. Westmoreland,
and informing bim of his legacy,” said Mr.
Fumbledon, significantly, as the other dis-
appeared, “and I think you would be wise
not to talk about prosecution.”

—London Truth.

SHAD AT THREE DOLLARES,

Washington's Table Would Not Set an Ex.

ample of Luxury.
Philadelphia Record.

During President Washington’s residence
in Philadelphia the family occupied & man-
sion on Market street near Sixth, and it re-

nired a retinue of servants to wait on
them. Chief of the household stafi was
Sam Fraunces, the steward, and a first-rate
steward, too, but his ambition and love of
display, not to mention his extravagance,
more than ence led him into trouble,
Near}{v every week he would receive a
sound drubbing from his master because of
his lack of economy in household matters,
The poor fellow used to sigh and nurse his
sorrow. “Well, he may discharge me; he
may kill me if he will; but while he
is President of the United States, and I
have the honar to be his steward, his es.
tablishment shall be Rllp';’lil'd with the best
ufi p:&-r’,}'thing that the whole country can
afford. ) .

It was this vaulting ambition whiech, one
day in February, led Fraunces to serve up
for the President’s diuner, in lien of the
customary Saturday codfish, a fine Dela~
ware shad—the first of the season. Teo
Washington’s question: “Fraunces, what
fish is this!” the servant replied, A shad,
gsir, a very fine shad. 1 knew your Exeellen-
cy was very fond of tbis kind of fish, and
I'was so fortunate as to secure this one in
market—a solitary oune, and the ficst of the
season.” 3

“The price, sir, the price!” demanded
Washington, ﬁ?usl_ng with the first morsel
half-way to his lips :'llmee—-t.hree dol-
lars,” stammered poor Fraunces.

“Take it away,” were the thundering
words of his master. “Take it away, sir;
it shall never be said that wmy table sets
such an example of luxury and extrava-

ance,” .

. Fraa ncl;as was cl;efml}en. ::lttﬁns A8SOCi-
ates of the servants we * gailnerg
by his folly, for they feasted regally off the
three-dollar shad that day.

To Sew on Buttons,

Youth's Companion. bl 8 =L

“When I get a bright idea | always want
to pass it along” said a lady as she sat
watching a yonng Eﬂl SeWing. “De vour
but lfuns ’(:V'(i‘li come O ] lmnad g it TS

“Ever ey are always doing e
are ironed nﬂ‘,y wash oft and pulled od’
until 1 dvap'uir. 1 seem to shed battons ;ﬁ
every step. !

"jaku use of these two hints when
are sewing them on, then, and see if
make any ditference: When you begin, bhe-
fore you ln‘y: the button ov the cloth, put
the thread through so that the knot wy Pa.
on the right side. That leaves it under the
buiton, and prevents it from being worn or
ironed away, and thus beginning the loos-
ening process,

“IT'hen, before you begin sewi lay »
large rin across the button so that 1 your
threads will gu over the pin. After you
have finished filling the holes with thread
draw out the pin and wind vour thread
round and round beneath the batton That
makes a compact stem to sustain the -
ble pulling and wear of the butron-ho

“It is no exaggeration fosa that my but-
tons never come off, I'm sure yours
won't if you use my of sewing.”

. e —
Sure Sign of a Holiday
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“1 knew Tlﬂl" wWas 8
said a traveling
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